The Qomicall Hifioryof 

with g^^iftg fed} and F Ancle dies .* 

In the cradle where it IjeSy 
Let vs all ring F Andes kneS, 

He begin it« 

Ding, dong, hell. 

All . Dingy dongy hell. 

Bajf.So may the outward fliowcs be leaft thefelucs 
The world is ftill decciu’d with ornament. 

In LaWjW'hat plea fo tainted and corrupt. 

But being fcafon’d with a gracious voice, 

Obfcures the Hrow ofeuill. In religion 
What damned error but fomc fobor brow 
Will bleffe it,and approue itwith a text. 

Hiding the grofenes with faire ornament: 

There is no voice fo fimple, but aflumes 
Some ofvertue on his outward parts j 
How many cowards whofe hearts are all as falfe 
As ftaiers of fand,weare yet vpon their chins 
The beards of Hercules, frowning MArs, 

Who inward fearcht,hauelyuers white as milke. 

And thefe affume but valoirrs excrement. 

To render them redoubted. Looke on beauty. 

And you fhall fee tis purchaft by the weight, 

Which therein works a miracle in nature. 

Making them lighteft that wearemoftof it: 

So are thofe crifped fnaky golden-locks 

Which maketb fuch wanton gambals with the wind, 
Vpon fuppofed faireneffe, often knownc 

To be the dowry of a fccond head. 

The skull that bred them in the Sepulcher. 

Thus ornament is but the gulled (bore 

To a moft dangerous fea : the bcautious fcarfe 

Vailing an Indian beauty ; In a wof d. 

The feeming truth which cunning times puton 
To intrap the •wiieft.Thcreforc thou gaudy gold,. , , 


the erchmt of Venice,, 

Hard foole for CMidoif I will none of thee. 

Nor none of thee, thou pale and common drudge 
Tweenc man and man : but thou,thou meager lead. 
Which rather threatneft then doft promife ought. 
Thy paleiielTe moues me more then eloquence. 

And heere choofe I,ioy be the confequencc. 

For, How all the other pafltons fleet to ayre. 

As doubtfull thoughts,and rafli Imbrac’d defpaire; 
And (hyddringfeate,and greene-eyediealoufic. 

0 louche moderate, allay thy extafie. 

In meafure range thy ioy,fcant this excefle, 

1 feele too much thy ble(fing,make it leCfe, 

For feare I furfet. 

What finde I heere ? 

Faire PortiAs counterfeit. What demy God 
Hath come fo neere creation ? tnoue thefe eyes ? 

Or whither riding on the ball’s of mine 
Seeine they in motion ? Heere are feuerd lips 
Parted with fuger breath, fo fweet a barre 
Should funder fuch fweet friends : heere in her haircs 
The painter playes the Spider, and hath wouen 
A golden mefh t’intrap the hearts of men 
Fafter then gnats in cobwebs,but her eyes. 

How could he fee to do them ? hauing made one, 
Mc-ihinks it Ibould haue power to fteale both his. 
And leaue it fclfe vnfurniftit : yet looke how farre 
The fubftance of my praife doth wrong this fliadow 
In vnderprizing it,fo farre this fliadow 
Doth limpe behind the fubflance^Hccr’s the fcroule. 
The continent and fumraary ofmy fortune. 

Tots thAt choofe not by the view, 

ChAfice AifairCyAnd choofe as true : 

Since thts fortune futs toyou. 

Be content. And fieke HO new. 

If you he weUf leas'd with tbit, 

F » ' ■ 


And 
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